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the u/e/*tHeH-
The official forecast for"to-d«7

It will be fair and slightly colder, northwesterly
winds.

Colonel Waring*s army had a chance

to go into action yesterday.
Mr. Whitney's" letter is causing a

widening ripple on the surface of the

political pool.
With two Salvation armies in the

field confirmed sinners will have to

take to the woods.

Cuba has hopes of raising a hundred
million loan. That is what the action

of the Senate can do.

Money is now beginning to talk

against the Raines bill. It will make
its first speech in the Assembly.

General Grant advocated coast de¬

fence. as a guarantee of peace. They
notify others that we feel secure.

Nobody is to blame, as usual, for the
accidents in the harbor, but travel will
decrease till greater safety is assured.

Hoke Smith has a Senatorial boom in
his pocket, and he looks at it furtively
now and then, when Crisp is not near.

The Czar will not permit the Japa¬
nese to obtain control of Corea. Russia
must have safe terminal facilities for
Siberian roads.

Colonel Morrison trots out his little
boom every morning now. But he looks
very anxious whenever W1 hitne> s

name is mentioned.

The Central Labor Union seems to
have changed its mind about coast de¬
fences. A little light on the subject
was all that was needed.

As long as Europe is so divided
against itself there is very little pros¬
pect of its uniting to compel us to re¬

cede from the Monroe Doctrine.

The Senate has passed the bill for
greater naval efficiency. But it is not
one thousand, but ten thousand, en-

lioie" uien i.hat the Navy needs.

The entrance of the New Woman
into the field of burglary will cause

every paterfamilias to look carefully
at his door fastenings nightly now.

It was fifty degrees below zero at
Butte, Mont., yesterday. The local Re¬
publicans must have been perusing
Chairman Carter's late Senate speech.

Senator Call's resolution calling for
the release of correspondents held In
Havana, and for facts as to the tor¬
turing of prisoners, is a righteous
move.

The Commissioners of Labor of all
the States in the Union will hold a con¬
vention at Albany in Jun6. Municipal
ownership of gas, water and electric
light plants and management cf arbi¬
tration tribunals will be discussed. If
all the Labor Commissioners are as
strong thinkers and able talkers as the
Federal Commissioner, the convention
will bring forth good fruit.

Assemblyman Audett has before the
Legislature a bill for the protection of
workmen, which provides that in the
construction of buildings there shall be
placed over the heads of the builders
something to protect them from injury
to life and limb by falling iron or steel
bolts, etc. It might be well to pass a
bill for the protection of the crowds on
the Bridge from accidents of this kind
during the long-drawn-out alterations.

BUSINESS AND THE CAMPAIGN.
The prosperity of the country is as¬

sured. There is no doubt of that. But
some croakers still exist, and there is
still something for them to croak
about. It is true that some lines of in¬
dustry have not recovered from the
recent depression. First and all-impor¬
tant, farming has not become remu¬
nerative. It has been depressed for
years. The farmers are justly uneasy
because all the great crops are selling
dt low prices.
Special branches of the manufactur¬

ing industries have been the prey of
strikes, and others have been cursed
by the domination of trusts; others,
again, simply have not prospered. The
universal boom which was expected
has not come. There was a boom, but
it was a little one, affecting special
lines, ampng which the silk trade was
the most favored, and the iron and
steel trades the most important. Rail¬
way shares have increased in price,
because the railways have enjoyed the
benefits of the revival without increas¬
ing expenses.
In view of this condition of a merely

partial "boom," it is interesting to in¬
quire what effect the Presidential cam¬

paign will have on business. Any politi¬
cal campaign affects industries, more or
less, by deflecting the interest and ac¬

tivity of many men from commerce to
politics. The effect of the approaching
campaign on business will depend on

the candidates and the questions. Do¬

mestic issues will excite less interest
than a foreign issue, and the tariff is¬

sue will create an equal interest with
the financial one, because both are old

questions in a new form.
The approaching- contest will be"

short and sharp, and this country of
wonderful resources will speedily re¬

cover from the disturbing effects.

"When Mr. Arkell said that Buss Piatt
was a survival of a useless article,
like the vermiform appendix, he ut¬

tered a great truth. Shall the "easy
boss" be allowed to afflict the State of
New York with political appendicitis?

THE MESSAGE FROM THE QUEEN
REGENT AND THE CUBAN »

QUESTION.
The cable message from the Queen

Regent of Spain to the Journal, which

appears in this issue, is the most inter¬

esting as well as the most authorita¬
tive utterance that has yet come from

the Spanish side on the great question
of Cuban freedom. It will be read in

every part of the United States. The

patriotic struggle of the patriots of
the "sister isle" for their liberties has
awakened deep interest in every cor¬

ner of this republic.
In times which threaten international

collision it is always the policy of the
Latin nations to smash first and apolo¬
gize afterward. Due allowance must
be made for ebullition of feeling in the

Peninsula, after the speeches in the
United States Senate which held Spain
up to the condemnation of the nations
for her abominable tyranny over Cuba
ever since the beautiful island was

discovered. The Spanish Ministry has

promptly apologized for the mob vio¬
lence at Barcelona, the hostile demon¬
strations at Madrid, and the various
insults to the American flag. It will
require more than the vaporings of a

Catalonian mob to mike us declare
hostilities against Spain. Let her send
forth her war ships to ride in the Ba¬
hama Channel; let her make elaborate

preparations for the blockade of the

island; let her strip her garrisons of
the young regiments absolutely essen¬

tial to the security of her tottering
monarchy; these things regard us not.
We have spoken the truth and shown

an inclination to help a suffering people
struggling to be free. The American
nation has now spoken through its
House of Representatives, and will
speak again, let us hope, through
its President. If, perchance, Em¬

bassy window? are broken In Mad-

Lrid just then, the offence will be
more serious, and at that epoch
the Spanish Government will do well
to counsel extreme prudence to all
classes of the Spanish population,
There seems to be a wide variety of
opinion with regard to the attitude of
Mr. Cleveland on the Cuban question.
By some he is represented as likely to
be unyielding and certain to cling to
the policy at first adopted in his rela¬
tions with Spain. By others he is re¬

ported to have seen a great light, as he
saw one in the Venezuelan matter, and
to be ready to execute the popular will.
The President is a good listener, and
when he plainly hears the national
voice on an international question, he
is not apt to be permanently obstinate.

It is certain that the nation is practi¬
cally a unit in insisting that Spain
shall call off her dogs of war, and give
torn and bleeding Cuba a decent place
in the world and a chance to enjoy
some of her own magnificent resources.

The Spanish temper is quick; Spain's
resentment is keen. But the Spaniard
thinks logically, and he knows that if
h« forces the United States into war,
Cuba is lost to him forever. With this
fact in view, it is imperative that the
House and the President should finish
the good work begun in the Senate,
recognize the insurgents, and ask Spain
to give them their independence.
She might as well forthwith cease to

derive any comfort from the snigger¬
ing comments of John Bull, for he will
do nothing to help her In the matter,

wild scheme of aji alliance between
Spain and Mexico, to work against the
United Spates, could easily be set aside
by a little active diplomacy were there
any prospect of its becoming a reality,
Spain would do well to take the advice
of the London Chronicle, which coun-
sels peace, because "if it comes to a

struggle, America could wipe Spain off
the globe either by sea or land."
There is one great and eloquent voice
one of the noblest of the modern day

.which might be raised in Spain to ad-
v ise honorable and humane treatment
of the Cubans; but it is not heard. Where
is he that son of the morning, that
Titan of eloquence, who once was such
a force for liberty in Spain and else¬
where? There is no sadder sign of the
abasement of old Spain than the fact
that Emilio Castelar has ranged him¬
self among the tacit supporters of the
Queen Regent, and does not cry out
against the enormities of Weyler. It
shows that Spain cannot be expected to
correct herself from within; that she
requires the shock of condemnatory na¬

tional opinion from without. And that
we have freely given her.

Senators George, Caffery and Chilton
voted against the recognition of Cuba.
They sink the demands of humanity
L eneath the Louisiana sugar interests

Th'MPERANCEAND TEXT BOOKS.
Jt is now plain that the physiological

text books and their lessons, aimed in
our public schools at the use of alco¬
hol, are meeting with ridicule and op¬
position by both parents and teachers.
The cause is not difficult to under-

stand. In the first place, the effects of

alcohol upon the human system have

not been precisely determined, by
science. There is great divergence of

opinion among physiologists them-

selves. In the next place, the schools
are made up of pupils some of whom

have been accustomed from infancy to

the use of light alcoholic beverages,
and have seen their parents drink beer

and light wines like water, and with¬
out deleterious consequences.
The force of example here overrides

all educational precepts, and brings on

a feeling of contempt in the scholar
that is abetted by the parents. The

teachers are now hopelessly struggling
with this state of affairs, and some of

them are not afraid to say that they
think the method is really injuring the
cause of temperance by developing an

antagonism and ridicule that might
have been avoided by less direct and

formal methods.
The simple fact is that in our social

system one uncertain but tenacious
view cannot be made to dominate
those who do not hold it. An ele¬
mental physiology is a good thing, but
a doctrinaire view of drinks prepared
for children seems to be- tainted with

prohibitory previousness.

Mr. Piatt has thrown away his
crutches. By the protest of Seth Low
and others it is easy for him to see that
the time for action has arrived.

THE MURDER WAVE.
The astonishing prevalence of

crimes in and about New York City for
some time past has startled every re¬

flecting person. There are waves of

murder, just as there are "heat waves"
and "cold waves." But here is a steadi¬
ly persisting current of capital crime,
which, if it were to be continued
through six months of the year, would
give us as unenviable a reputation for
Violent vengeance as that of the Cor-
sicans. Men murder their wives, and
wives kill their children; lovers stab
their sweethearts because they will not
kiss them. All the dread consequences
of arrest and trial, the stern procession
of incriminating witnesses, the possi¬
bility of execution, seem powerless to

prevent people from taking the law
into their own hands.
How long is this to go on? Are we

becoming a community of barbarians?
Is there nothing which will impress the

vindictive, the angry and the envious
with a sense of the sacredness of hu¬
man life? The answer is: Nothing
but the enforcement of the law. With
a couple of dozen murderers in the

Tombs, none of them in very imminent

danger of suffering punishment, a kind
of contempt for the formidable judi¬
cial machinery which brings a mur¬

derer down has sprung into existence.
The culpable slowness in trying mur¬

derers is also responsible in large de¬
gree. The man with homicidal in¬
stincts reasons that where there are

such long and singular delays, where
the murdered person, instead of the
murderer, seems to be placed on trial,
where new trials are granted with
such ease.there is chance of escape.
Vices of procedure must be reformed;
negligent officials must be reproved,
and, most of all, murder trials must be
conducted with promptness, and there
must be no way of squirming away
from the sentence.
Is this not a matter which interests

everybody without exception? What
is civilization worth if it cannot guar¬
antee security to human life from vio¬
lence? What is law worth if it cannot
punish criminals taken red-handed?
Reform in the notorious laxity of New
York's pursuit of murderers has been
often enough promised. Is it not time
to enforce it?

Mr. Damrosch revived the old spirit
of Theodore Thomas, when, on Satur¬
day night, he called a halt to the
thoughtless folly of an audience. Mr.
Joseffy had played the second Brahms
concerto, a difficult and exhausting
performance, and the audience insisted
on an encore. It was not content with
the mere appearance of the pianist.
Nothing would do but he must go to
work again. The injustice of this de¬
mand was so apparent that Mr. Dam¬
rosch, the conductor, turned round in
his seat and administered a very
proper rebuke to the young and

"thoughtless enthusiasts making all the
noise. It is to be hoped that this
break in the nuisance of encores will
widen until the custom is done away
with entirely. Audiences appear to
think that they have a right to double
the time and labor of a manager's pro¬
gramme without paying extra for it,
and, as a rule, artists with more vanity
than ability have encouraged the idea.

Joseph Nimmo is probably a better
statistician than statesman. The ques¬
tion of the construction of the Nicara-
guan Canal is not so much a financial
as a political or a national issue. Mr.
Nimmo's statistical argument tends to
prove that we did not need the
canal, that we could not build it eco¬

nomically, nor use it advantageously;
that it could not compete successfully
with thirteen railways, and that the
"calm belt" on either side of Nicaragua
prevents sailing vessels on the pro¬
posed route. Granting all of those ob¬
jections to be true and forceful, they
do not alter the fact that the canal
should be built in spite of them. The
commercial and political demands of
this country make direct water com¬
munication between the Atlantic and
the Pacific a necessity. We shall find
a way to make the Nicaragua Canal
useful, in spite of Mr. Nimmo's statis¬
tics, if not otherwise than as a means
of self-protection.

Duse as Magda.
One more picture to our Magda collection

was contributed last night at the Fifth
Avenue Theatre by Eleonora Duse. And
now, methinks, the time has come to call
a halt and to announce that further con¬
tributions are not solicited. Hermaun
Sudermann's psychological but dreadfully
tedious drama has been dished up to us

with all sorts of sauces, but it must frankly
be confessed that we cannot digest it.
Even Eleonora Duse's subtle art cannot im¬
bue this thoughtfully interesting but des¬
perately sluggish "study" with the verve

that we covet. The Magdas have accumu¬

lated. "We have had the real, genuine
Teutonic artists from Charlotte Duraud
and Lucie Freisinger; the Polish-American
melange of Mme. Modjeska; the archly
Parisian Interpretation of our still undi¬
minished Sarah, and finally the luminous
effort of the adorable Duse.
She called it "Casa Paterna" on her pro¬

grammes last night. The title is good. The

playwright, with his large, but not quite
intelligible purpose, probably intended to

emphasize the "old homestead" episode of
the play. He certainly couldn't have meant
to teach much of a moral by means of

Magda herself. For, as I said before, the
character is not a pretty one. A girl,
who has gone astray, returning to her lit¬
tle provincial home only to kill her poor
old daddy with her fin de siecle city-ism,
and her Nordau dissertations, is not a type
destined to call fort htorrents of American
sympathy.
Yet when Duse trippped into the seedy

little homestead, less ostentatiously cos¬

tumed than was the Sarah-Magda of a few
weeks ago, we felt a new interest in Sud¬
ermann's heroine. The strange magnetism
of the woman dripped as convincingly as

ever from the oddly pensive personality.
The atmosphere of domesticity, which was

instantly killed when Sarah dropped in

upon the provincial parents, was living and

breathable with Duse. The episode with
dear little sister was charming in its sub¬
dued and heart-stirring femininity.
Sarah fondled dear little sister as a

lachrymose tigress might be expected to
caress somebody else's cub. That is a way
Sarah has. She means well, but she is not

built for lukewarm sentiment and after¬
noon tea on willow pattern plates. Duse,
who, unlike Sarah, has not been reared on

tours de force, stepped into the tepidity of
the scene delightfully. Your heart went
out to her, as she generally contrives that
it shall do. The greeting of father and
mother, and comedy aunt, the plaintive
call for poor dear "milady," and the cun¬

ning inspection of the dear old home, were

irresistibly affecting. It is no use trying to
oust yourself from the spell that Duse
weaves. It cannot be done. She holds you
spellbound by the sheer fervor of her per¬
sonality.
The second act of "Magda" was splen¬

didly interpreted by the actress. It is, in
reality, the difficult act of the three in
which she appears. It is difficult on ac¬

count of its unreality, of the demands that
it makes upon your endurance, and by rea¬
son of its petty types and its atmosphere
of bigotry and narrowness which refuse
to be overcome. We don't understand the
men and women about whom Sudermann
writes. We think that we do, but we don't.
Nor is it quite necessary that we should
do so. Why Americans should pester tlieir
heads about the provincialism of Germany
I am sure I can't say. They have their
own provincialism to investigate, if me>.
are anxious to study trivial, stuffy life.
In the third act Duse was a trifle less

"tender and true." Surely a woman with
the exquisitely feminine characteristics she
bad shown us, might have spared her poor
old bigoted "folks" the cigarette nuisance.
Duse made her Magda puff and fume like
the common or garden lady with a past,
or the cheap adventuress of Sir Gus 'Ar¬
ris's melodramas. The cigarette came

upon one with a shock. It was such a

gracefully conventional method of hinting
at a past. We have grown so suspicious
of it. We have had it so incessantly that
we might surely have expected something
less disastrously banal from Duse. Still,
the act went well. The scene with the ne-
infamous betrayer, Dr. Yon Keller, was a
superb piece of work, and Duse clambered
into our susceptibilities and stayed there.

Still, the fact remains that "Magda" is
such a stuffy play that it Is quite unworthy
of the attention of actresses like Sarah and
Duse. It makes you think, of course, but
after you have thoroughly exhausted youi
thinkitiveness you find yourself wondering
as to the why and the wherefore. The
strife between father and child is not en¬

tertaining, and Magda's insinuations that
her fame came Indirectly through her sex¬
ual misfortunes, is not particularly invit¬
ing. Perhaps it did, but.well, Sarah and
Duse can show us pictures that will inter¬
est us far more than this.
The Italian actress last night lost forever

the sympathy of her American sisters. I
blush to Imagine what Miss Lillian Rus¬
sell would think of a famous star who
appeared in a glowing necklace of.lustre¬
less paste. Duse makes her entrance in
the garb of a successful mart singer
with sham diamonds. Misericorde! Mise-
rlcorde! Can this be elevating the stage?
Can this be realism? Will the diamond-
hungry American public submit to such de¬
ception? Personally,I don't mind telling you
that I appreciated Duse's spurious gems
far more than the costly diamond plasters
that are flaunted before us so vulgarly
in this city. I fcnow that ft is a wicked
thing to say, but I can't help it. Duse has
let us see that she has nothing to lose,
and that in itself Is a spark of genius, for
it is the cream of eccentricity.
The "Italian company from Rome" did

not distinguish itself. Rosaspina, who
looked like a mildewed caricature of Dr.
Parkhurst, forgot his lines, and called for
the services of a singularly vehement
prompter, while the old father was made
up to resemble a jack-in-the-box, and acted
like one. The "Italian company from
Rome" was decidedly pallid.

ALAN DALE.

American Customs.
[Life.]

"Weren't you stretching things a little when
you told that Englishman that It was the custom
of this country for the servant to dine at the
master's table?"
"No! Why. it hasn't been a week since I read

of a dinner given by a railroad corporation at
which there were present two Judges and a

Senator."

Secretary of Don't State.
[Pittsburg Chronicle-Telegraph. ]

Olney has nothing to say about his Presi¬
dential boom. On this subject lie is the secre¬

tary of don't state.

He Objected.
[Puck.]

First Jingo.I don't like these allusions to the
"war scare."
Second Jingo.Why not?
First Jingo.They may give people the ides

that we are afraid.

Silent Contempt.
[Chicago Kecoi'd.]

Mr. Fitzsimmons's "silent contempt" for Mr
Corbett is still so wrest as to require him tx

1 make a prolonged talk on the subject every day.

. Literary Shop Talk.
"Electricity Up to Date" is a capital lit¬

tle handbook, prepared by John B. Verity,
a well-known authority on the subject.
Messrs. Warne & Co.^ are the publishers.
"In New England Fields and Woods," by

Rowland 10. Ilobiuson, published by Hough¬
ton, Mifflin & Co., is a collection of agree
able and unpretentious sketches of out-of-
door life, dealing with the familiar pleas¬
ures of the farm and garden.
Godey's magazine displays an attractive

cover and a light, amusing vein. The
"Senorlta o' the Sword," Jaquarina, the fa¬
mous fencer, Is the subject of an interest¬
ing paper by Mr. Claxlon Wilstack, and the
article on dime museum freaks attracts at¬
tention.

* »
*

Lippincott's, in addition to a complete
novel by William T. Nichols, contains an

assortment of chatty articles. "Household
Life in Another Century" deals with ma¬

terial which has not been made familiar,
and is an excellent example of the best
sort of magaziue work^ I

St. Nicholas is always good, and that Is
more than can be said of any other maga¬
zine. Month after month children find
what they want in its broad pages. A
course of juvenile literature might prove a

refreshing treatment for the weary adult,
if it were prescribed for him as doctors
prescribe milk puddings for the dyspeptic.

*

"The American in Paris," by Dr. Eugene
Coleman Savldge (author of "Wallingford"),
is described as a "Biographical Novel of the
Franco-Prussian War, the Siege and the
Commune." It is published by Lipplncott,
and contains forty-one chapters, with two
or three quotations from familiar authors
at the head of each chapter. It has the
merit which is common to all honest, pains¬
taking attempts to deal with great histori¬
cal events: it is full of information, and
the writer's earnestness Is almost pathetic
as "he rushes on In full tide of sentiment,
toward the goal he knows he may never

reach."
t t

A g'od Cosmopolitan appears this
month. Albert Shaw's "Empire Building
in South Africa" is capital reading. Sarah
Bernhardt signs a small article on "mak-
ing-up." Julian Ralph has a story. Adam
Badeau treats a stale subject with lkh
staleness, and the "Butterflies" of James
Lane Allen are grubiform as ever. "He
had on a new suit of clothes which made
him look cool and sweet * * * and was

freshly shaved, giving his face the fresh¬
ness of a child's fhat still has the whole¬
some fragi'ance of the bath upon its bodj.
Parse It, and if It does not make "the
fragrance of the body of the face of the
child" it makes no sense at all. "Fresh¬
ness" tumbling on "freshly" is a slovenly
stagger at English.and this is a woid
painting!" There are youngsters scribbling
for newspapers, and glad to earn forty or

fifty dollars a week, who would be ashamed
to do such slipshod work, even in the press
and haste of daily journalism. And in the
process of magazine making there is time
to correct such botches. There is no ques
tion of taste, no room for difference of
opinion; the passage is badly worded and
presented with pretentiousness and pom-
pousness ineffable.

* * *

Mr. Hopkinson Smith plays the plural¬
ist in this month's Century, sketch¬
ing in Constantinople with very fair
success, and concluding his little se¬

rial story, "Tom Grogan." The mosques
and minarets are accompanied by the

lumbering sort of text with which
painters ordinarily "cover" their magazine
work. Instead of telling the reader some¬

thing about the subject of his sketches,
which would be stuff some people might
read, he drags out the Garrulous Guide
and the Interested Bystanders.those old,
old enemies. Every painter in the East has
a chattering cicerone and every painter in
the East is mobbed by idlers, and one after
another those painters pursue us with the
same wheezy tale. As for "Tom Grogan,"
it is full of the sort of dialect that Is
written by men who have no ears. Mis¬
spelling Is* not an end.it Is a means. To
write "an' I do think" has a purpose. It is
not to be read as if it were "and I do
think." But "an' do by it as he would
have done" is clumsy and lazy and dis¬
gusting, because "an' do" represents the
same sound as "and do;" the "d is there
all the same. In "Tom Grogan ' this occurs

more than once, and is as irritating as the
trick of writing "strate" for "straight"
in dialect.
"Enter the Earl of Tyne" is a tiresome

story, but Mr. Marshall gives an excellent
acccount of the clearing out of the Lon¬
don slums, and the Century printer has
a most interesting note on the subject of
the magazine's new dress of type. He
will not find every one convinced by what
he says of the new quotation marks, but it
Is all worth reading. Advertisers should
not be allowed to imitate the make-up of
the reading matter; one should be safe
from such tricks in a high-class monthly.

» ? »

"Lakewood; a Story of To-day," Is at¬
tractively published by the Frederick A.
Stokes Company, with just enough pictures
to remind the gentle reader that some
books are sometimes illustrated. One
hardly expects much of an author who
spells her name as Mary Harriott 'Norris
does, but, after a very lame Introductory
chapter, the book develops Into a bright
and fairly clever novel of polite society;
somewhat of the Burton Harrison type, in
which all the women are beautiful and all
the men, but one, handsome, and more or

less brave. "Lakewood" Is a "story of
youth".yes, and of middle age, and of In¬
cipient decrepitude.and their "triumphant
loves." There is no such glowing promise
as this in any prospectus, but there is lit¬
eral fulfilment in the book. There are

many heroines, and an equal number of
heroes. That makes the problem a simple
one.In addition, but detracts from the in¬
terest.
The Lakewood atmosphere Is cleverly

caught, the women are quite truthfully
and very sympathetically drawn, and the
men are not too unnatural. Even the se

rlously heavy Influence on Lakewood
thought of an ex-Presidentlal resident Is
brought out, and the airy persiflage of the
dinner conversations might have been ex

tracted from a Presidential message. This
"Story of To-day" develops one original
Idea, that is, a chaperon for men. In these
days, when man flies and woman pursues,
this expedient Is cordially commended tc
all unmated males and their papas.
"Lakewood" Is a book which will amuse

an Idle hour for those who have been to
Lakewood, and for those who have not iosl
their appetite for fairy tales and Mothei
Goose, for tales where Cinderella and the
Prince fly into each other's arms like a

couple of proi rly adjusted magnets, where
couple of properly adjusted magnets, where
virtue Is Its own reward and there is ne

vice. This is the state of things in the
environment of Lakewood, according tc
Mary Harriott Norris. Small wonder thai
this paradise in the pines should pro><
such a popular Lenten resort.

The Dying Bondholder.
The dealers in prose and vei-se who pur¬

chase my wares and who, consequently,
I regard with feelings of lively affection
tempered by respect, frequently give me an

order for something pathetic, a death-bed
sketch usually, and in attending to such
little jobs I have always endeavored to give
satisfaction to my customers. In fact I
rather pride myself on the sterling quality
of the lachrymose goods that bear my
brand, and have no hesitation in recom¬

mending them to dealers and the general
public as durable, all wool and tear com¬

pelling.
I had an order of this kind yesterday from

the old and reliable firm of Rime & Reeson,
of Jersey City.you can see the tall chimney
of their literary factory from the ferry
boat.and to-morrow I must deliver a hand
sewed, warranted strictly pathetic death¬
bed sketch of fifteen hundred words.
Now, one of the unwritten laws of my

craft says that all death-bed stories shall
relate to the passing of some unfortunate,
a bootblack or a newsboy or a tramp or
a poor working girl, and that is the reason

why we never see stories about dying
bishops or coal barons or tenement house
landlords or any one else whose earthly lot
is an enviable one.

And yet it must be infinitely sadder to
leave a great deal behind than to simply
lay down a weary burden of poverty and
disease and misery. I am sure that this
has not escaped the attention of the
fortunate ones of the earth, for they cling
to life with a tenacity which can be lik¬
ened only to the clutch of a cuttle fish, and
the final taking off of one of them is always
chronicled in the newspapers as an event
of the highest importance to the commu¬
nity, whereas the poor man must be run
over by a cable car or meet some other form
of violent death to win the distinction of
a ten-line paragraph.
But despite the fact that a poverty strick¬

en wretch slips off the mortal coil as easily
as if it were merely a temperance pledge,
while the millionaire refuses to start on the
last fateful journey until death takes him
by the arm and forces him down to the
shore of the misty, Stygian stream, it Is
an actually agreed fact that no dissolution
save that which has a background of
poverty or crime affords any material to
him who labors in the literary vineyard.

I see one difficulty in the way of con¬

structing a rich man's death-bed story on
the old lines that we craftsmen know so
well. The common form of the labor that
we employ so effectively when dealing with
a newsboy or bootblack loses all its force
when applied to a sugar king who dies on
the right side of the market. It is all very
well to say that "little Rocksey has gone to
a land where he will shine the jasper boots
with a crystal brush," or that "Chimmie,"
released from the clutches of the dialect
writers, "is selling golden papers to bright
winged cherubim," but what can be said of
the dying financier wljose chief occupation
on eaith has been cutting the coupons from
golcl bearing bonds or making corners in
grain V What are post-mortem golden wings
to a man who in life could knock the stock
market down two points whenever he
wanted to? What halo can an unimagina¬
tive writer like myself think of that will
add lustre to the brow of a member of a
bond syndicate?
In short, the passing of a millionaire,

while an event that is always deplored by
himself and frequently by the members of
his immediate family, is not a theme cal¬
culated to awaken a tidal wave of tears
and sympathy throughout the community.
It does not sound very pathetic to say

that the aged bondholder was dying sur¬
rounded by everything that money could
buy, unless we stop to think of what money
will not buy, and I have noticed that people
who read pathetic sketches and are moved
by them seldom stop to think about any¬
thing.

I think that must be the secret of the
popularity of the stories about expiring
bootblacks and newsboys. The full effect
of their pathos may be grasped without
the slightest effort of the mind. It requires
neither imaginative nor analytical powers
to comprehend that the small and ragged
boy who "is dying in a garret on a pallet
of straw" is playing in hard luck, and so
the sympathetic reader weeps without stop¬
ping to consider the fact that there are no

garrets in tenement houses, and that "pal¬
lets of straw," which figure so extensively
In current fiction, have not been seen in
real life since the days of Margery Daw.
No, I will not stir from the beaten lit¬

erary track with which my feet have grown
so familiar this score of years. I will do
the "Dying Ratcatcher," garret, pallet of
straw and all, and my esteemed customers,
Messrs. Rime and Reeson, will have no oc¬
casion to complain of the quality of my
wares.
And yet the picture that I shall draw of

the last moments of the slayer of rodents
will not, I am sure, be nearly as pitiful as
the one that I have in my mind's eye, of
an old man with face of ashen gray, sad¬
dened by a look of hopeless yearning that
has come Into it since he took to his bed.
He is. Indeed, dying in the midst of every¬
thing except that which he never gathered
unto himself as he privateered through life
.that which money cannot buy.
He has sons, It is true, but they are not

here. The market will break when the
news reaches Wall Street. Some securities
will go down, others.he smiles grimly at
the thought.will go. up when relieved of
his grip at their throat. I'he "boys," his
two middle-aged, hard-featured, high-living
sons, are downtown, getting everything
ready for any turn the market may take.
They will be a million richer ere the "old
man" Is cold In his grave, the same old
man who taught them the game that they
are preparing to play to the limit to¬
morrow.

They have kept the secret of his illness
well. Are there any young men loitering
in the street opposite the.house? No? Then
the death watch has not begun. He will
deep a little now. perhaps to dream of the
wife who preceded him long ago on the
iourney that he will take himself to-day,
or to-morrow, or perhaps, please Ood, not
until the day after.

* * *****

The twilight has long since deepened Into
night, but he has not wakened yet, nor will
he again say the doctors. The boys are at
his bedside now, with genuine emotion in
their florid, watery faces, and something
like tenderness tugging at their heart¬
strings. The death vatc-h has begun across
the wav, and in every newspaper office in
the town they are taking the old man s obit-
uarv down from the shelf and bringing It
ud to date, while the managing editor sends
word to the composing room to "hold first
and second page forms open for late story.
And now the doctors have gone, the

death watch has melted away and a single
liirht burns dimly in the room where the old
inan is lying white and still, with his hands
folded across his breast.
To-morrow all the papers wlil take pains

to say of him that he was kind to his family.
That does not sound pathetic, that last

phrase, but it is, nevertheless. Kind to hit
own flesh and blood! They might as well
sav of him that he was kind to his feet and
alwavs wore overshoes in wet weather.

1 think however, that I had best stick
to the dving rat-catcher and not run anJ
risk of having my goods thrown back on mj
hands and perhaps losing the custom of mjKd *««. "jsiastwai.

Gaught in the
Metropolitan Whirl.

"Wot I wants to know," said Bill Barna¬
cle, as he came rolling in, carrying a pints
theatrical programme, "is this here. 13
ballads proper poetry, and if so, is the said
poetry sense? I'm no poet myself, and £
don't stand by
while none of
these here
bunco singers
is a tuning of
their pipes on
the stage. Fifty
cents Is no
money to mo."
Having tlnis

expressed him¬
self on the song
question, M r.
Barnacle tore
his programme
to bits and scattered the pieces on th®
floor.
"Wot is poetical license, anyhow?" he

asked, as a recollection of the evening's
entertainment swept over him.

"Just the poet's fancy.unhampered
flights of the imagination," replied the'
lubber.
"Does it stunt offsprings and keep 'era

from growing?"
"Not in the least."
"That's where these poets buncoed you

and you didn't know It," chuckled the able
seaman, "but they don't fool me. To-night
I gets afoul of one and my Intent is to
expose him. He was a pale cuss, with no

chin to speak of, and more hair than he
needed. When he comes out I says to my¬
self. 'Bill, here's a bunco steerer.' His
ballad was labelled 'The Busted Home,'
and was geared up to bring sobs from tl.e
servant girls in the balcony.
"I owns that I was proper touched by

the first verse. It tells about a woman wot
slipped her moorings and left the old man

stranded at home' with a offspring in it9*
cradle. My lamps was getting moist think¬
ing over this kid. when the ballad went
about on the second tack. Ten years had
e-lapsed when the woman comes a drifting
back to the busted home. She fluds her
old man still humped over this here cradle*,
weeping and a rocking of the same kid she
shook ten years before. 'Here goes 50
cents,' I says, and deserts the place with¬
out finding out wot this here warbling
bunco steerer does in the third verse.

"Women is sobbing fore and aft, as I
passes out, looking proper disgusted and
yearning to cuss. My ambition was to

tell 'em that these song laureates is A1
dubs, but I never could break in on sacred
griefs. And I don't fancy no ballads wofi

belays growth."
A well-known fashionable physician up¬

town recently advertised for a bright, en¬

terprising lad to act as his office boy. From
the numerous applicants who responded he

selected a wide¬
awake looking
youth, w h (J

brought excel¬
lent references.
The new boy
proved to be a

jewel, and for
the first few*
weeks every¬
thing went
well. On the
first of the
month the phy¬
sician sent out)
statements of1

account to his wealthy and fashionable pa¬
tients. The office boy sealed and addressed
them correctly and expeditiously, as He
seemed to do everything. During his pro¬
fessional calls of the next few days the
physician was greeted with curious looks
and numerous mystifying Inquiries re¬

garding the price of milk. A little
investigation revealed the cause. The
new boy had a brother who had a milk
route. With commendable enterprise be
had inclosed one of his brother's cards in
each one of his employer's bills which he
sent out. Any one desiring to employ a

boy who is above all things enterprising
can obtain the address of one, now at lib¬
erty, by applying to the physician.

*
*

*

I went into the store of a stationer on!
Maiden lane a few weeks ago to buy some

seals and a few other things my office hap¬
pened to need at the moment. I had never
been in the
store before,
and was very
much surprised
to see at the
further end of
it a monkey's
cage, surround¬
ed by about a
dozen small
boys about the
usual office-boy
character eat¬
ing small cakes
and I could
hear the shrill
cries of the monkey, such as one hears in a

menagerie when, in the temporary absence
of the keeper, the small boy stirs up the
simians with a stick. The sight almost
made me forget what I had come for, till
a little bent-over but kindly faced old gen¬
tleman, with shrewd eyes, asked me what
he could do for me. I told him, and, while,
he was wrapping up my purchases, I said
"it seemed a queer combination, monkeys
and stationery." And this he explained to

me: "So it do, sir; so it do, at ;rst sight,
but this is how I got those monkeys. You

see, I used for a long time to have a smalt

monopoly in selling carbon paper, but after
a while other dealers took it up, and when
the office boys were sent out for this paper
they would go to the nearest place, and
so after a little I found my trade was sort

of losing hold. I didn't know how to get
it back, but suddenly it came to me as how

the key of the situation was to get hold of

the office boy heart. So I got a lot of

cheap cookies, oh! a barrel of 'em, and I

used to tell the boys to help themselves.
Well, trade picked up a bit, but I could
hardly say it boomed carbon paper way up.
The boys' hearts had been touched, but

they hadn't been fired yet. One day I went
out to the park menagerie and I saw the

crowd around the monkeys' cage. That set¬

tled it, and I bought the monks. Trade's

what it used to be, now.'

Feajrs for ftuay.
[Chicago Kecord.]

Matt Quay might make a great statesman, hut
is he sure that he knows enough about campaign
methods and the' ait of politics to pass un¬

scathed through one of those awful campaigns?

A Separate Kstrth.
[Chicago News.]

If Boston ever does get a candidate Into th®

White House there will be no lining on thw

same earth, with her. She Will demand a riey-
urate world l>y herself.

One Argument.
| Truth. 1

Guzzie.I don't believe in your argument that

nature intended water to be the drink of man¬

kind.
rrohibttioulst.YUiv not.'
Guzzl*' Ilccauats uaudc oceiuifl 01 It uu-»

drinkable.


